FELLOW-TOWNSMEN

lounging round the bar of the Black-Bull Hotel,
occasionally dropping a remark to each other, and
less frequently to the two barmaids who stood within
the pewter-topped counter in a perfunctory attitude
of attention, these latter sighing and making a private
observation to one another at odd intervals, on more
interesting experiences than the present.

' Days get shorter/ said one of the dairymen, as
he looked towards the street, and noticed that the
lamplighter was passing by.

The farmers merely acknowledged by their counte-
nances the propriety of this remark, and finding that
nobody else spoke, one of the barmaids said * yes/ in
a tone of painful duty.

* Come fair-day we shall have to light up before
we start for home-along/

* That's true/ his neighbour conceded, with a gaze
of blankness.

'And after that we shan't see much further
difference all's winter/

The rest were not unwilling to go even so far as
this.

The barmaid sighed again, and raised one of her
hands from the counter on which they rested to scratch
the smallest surface of her face with the smallest of
her fingers. She looked towards the door, and
presently remarked, * I think I hear the 'bus coming
in from station/

The eyes of the dairymen and farmers turned to
the glass door dividing the hall from the porch, and
in a minute or two the omnibus drew up outside.
Then there was a lumbering down of luggage, and
then a man came into the hall, followed by a porter
with a portmanteau on his poll, which he deposited
on a bench.

The stranger was an elderly person, with curly
ashen-white hair, a deeply-creviced outer corner to
each eyelid, and a countenance baked by innumerable
suns to the colour of terra-cotta, its hue and that of
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